to whom life has given a full plate, I ran towards
marriage as one runs towards the sea, carefree, with
outstretched arms. And here I am, sitting in my
room, surrounded by wreckage.

To whom can I write a letter explaining every-
thing? I have no women friends left. Leon created a
vacuum by wanting to go to bed with all of them. I
ought to have run away from him on the very day
after our wedding.

Oh I that night when I lay waiting for him! He did
not turn up till the morning, and then only to ask
me to get him his coffee and rolls.

I know. I will write to my children. No one can
prevent me from sending them a letter which they
will open and read years hence.

MY LITTLE ONES, MY DARLINGS:

This is your mother writing to you. You are
twenty. This letter has taken all those years to reach
you. But you had to know that, in spite of everything
you have been told about me, I am, I still am, your
faithful and your loving mother. Perhaps when you
open this envelope you will know nothing of me.
You will, I imagine, have been banished from my
tenderness, even after my death. Your mother will
have been represented to you as a monster, or as a
poor old woman who was a bit touched in the head.
You will have been forbidden to think about me, to
realize that I could ever have been the simplest, the
most unhappy, the most timid of mothers. You are
twenty; I am no longer with you. But my shadow
lies heavy over me, and the thought of me stills your
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